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THE SYBIL SPELL. 



CHAPTER I. 



THE MEETING. 



Where peaks were high, and streams were blue, 

And meteors gleamed the boughs among ; 
Where wild birds flew the branches through, 

Or on the copsewood osiers sung ; — 
Where fountains sprang from hidden rocks, 

Aye, hidden by their bubbling showers, 
And swelling foam, that roaring mocks 

The bending of the fragile flowers, 
That stoop beneath the glowing sheeu, - 

Down in their heather homes of moss ; 
The heavens shut out by walls between, 

Proud forest branches flung across; 
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Where soft green sloping hillocks lay. 

Embalmed in sunbeams, bathed in streamsy 
And lambkins skimm'd the sward at play. 

Awaking nature from her dreams : 
There in the soKtude ef hilliB^ 

The dreamy mansion homes of shade^ 
Where music swell'd ftom bubbling nllsy 

A winsome maiden lived and strayed. 
She strayed alone one sunset hour ;. 
, The amber hues and purple dyes- 
Of evening fell, a glorious shower, 

Across the valley from the skies. 
A happy heart of those old woods, 

With lightsome hope and spirit wild, 
S^e bounded by the bubbling floods, 

And sang in truth a very child. 
A winding horn awoke the dell, 

And thrilled from peak to peak along, 
Imparting even as it fell 

A cadence to the forest song. 
The Baron d'Altrom, horse and hound, 

With gallant knights and bold. 
Came* thronging to that bugle sound. 

Came clattering down the wdd. 
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But not a knight in all his train 

Was half so bold as he, 
Nay, not a tilter on the plain 

Could match his courtesy. 
His eye was bold, his glance of fire 

Shot like the eagle's on the sky. 
And monarchs praise, and dames admire. 

His port and bearing high. 
The maiden trembled to the note. 

She knew the bugle well ; 
Yet never did its echo float 

So near her native dell. 
She 'd often heard the Baron's fame. 

The theme of every tongue ; 
She 'd often murmur'd forth hb name, 

Her evening pra/rs among, 
The guardian of her valley home. 

The chieftain and the lord : 
But now she hears his charger come 

Along the budding sward. 
She trembled, should her eyes behold 

The Baron of the mighty hand. 
The haughty, dignified, and cold. 

The terror of marauding band. 
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The hounds came on, their bounding feet 

Left tracks among the heather flowers : 
The weary steeds not half so fleet, 

Yet neighed to see the ancient towers. 
Their castle home flung up ; and EUa, 

Our lovely wood-nymph, thought to hide, 
While Baron Edra call'd Nella, NeUa, 

The favourite deer-hound at Ella's side. 
And who is he with his sable curls 

In masses falling on 1m*ow8 expanding, 
Like midnight cloud, that the moonlight furb, 

Who is he thus by young Ella standing ? 
How lightly down from his palfrey gliding. 

What gracefiil ease in his lordly mien : 
Oh, never since in the wilds residing, 

Was such a form by our Ella seen ! 
Nor ever even where lands are rarest 

In gems of beauty, the knight beheld, 
In noblQ lady or maiden fairest, 

Or in his fancy had dreams excelled, 
This beauteous light of the lowly vale, 

This lovely daughter of names decayed, — 
He'd heard of Ella of Larra dale, 

But only now had he seen the maid. 
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The witching vision, as it crossed Kim, 

He scarcely half believed it true, 
Till now and then a smile she toss'd him 

From her soft lash-hid eyes of blue. 
When every sound of horse and hound 

Had died along the forest glade. 
And twilight shadows swept the ground, 

Still, still the captive Edra stay'd. 
At first young Ella shrank away. 

And would not gaze upon him ; 
But when he said he should not stay, 

If she'd but just look on him, 
She tum'd and met hk glorious eyes. 

One ardent glance beam'd on her. 
His murmured words, his breathing sighs. 

Fell like a dream upon her. 
Oh, never did she hear a sound. 

In nature's magic music's pealing. 
That made her inmost spirit bound. 

Like that low voice beside her stealing. 
Young Ella sought her wild-wood dwelling, 

A child no more, with visions alter'd, 
Her young heart to her bosom swelling, 

Her dreams but of the words he falter'd. 
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And maoy an hour they met alone. 

At twilight eve beside the stream, 
Where first she heard his music tone, 

When first he met her soft eyes' beam. 
And many a vow of love he made, 

While kissing every rounded finger. 
That in amongst his own had stra/d. 

That trembled oft, yet loved to linger. 
But now he comes with throbbing brow. 

And trembling step and hurried seeming. 
With quivering lip and burning glow 

In that dark eye's uncommon beaming. 
" Ah, wherefore thus 7" young Ella cried ; 

" I see it all — I knew it ever — 
" Would that poor Ella had but died 

" Before she saw thee, but to sever." 
" Not so, not so, my gentle love ; 

^^ A little while, and Edra here, 
" With laurel crown his brows above, 

'' Shall claim his Ella dear ! 
" My blessed life, my trusting flower, 

" Thou wilt not own another love ; 
" But wait me in thine own sweet bower ; 

*' Thou wert not made in towns to move. 
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** The scoflf of envy, honied smiles, 

" With poison mixed, which if you take, 
** You sink, you die, is there — ^with wiles 

'^ They chann the heart alone to break. 
" Say, wilt thou love and live for me, 

" And by this braided tress 
" 1 rob, beloved one, from thee, 

" None other shall possess ? 
*' This hand of mine, moons shall decline 

" Through six revolving months, till I 
'' Shall stand beside — shall make thee mine, 

'< Or this, beloved, or I shall die ! 
" Then wilt thou pledge thy vow to mine, 

" Before thy Edra goes ? 
" Thy love is mine, as mine is thine, 

" While fount and river flows/' 
The tearful pledge was sadly won, 

They spoke that last adieu ; 
The maiden wept, the knight had gone. 

Were pledge and promise true ? 
At morning's dawn she heard the horn, 

The Baron d'Altrom's bugle call; 
The wafting winds the sounds had borne 

Down from his ancient hall. 
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The battle call'd to distant war, 

And many a knight was in his train ; 
His father, Earl of Windelar, 

Was battling beyond the main ; 
And Lord de Barr, with sturdy band 

Of vassals, all a courtly sight : 
But Ella wept upon the strand 

Where he had passed, her gentle knight. 

A many a week and months went by, 

And battle-fields were dyed 
With gore ; while Ella's cheek and eye 

Lost half ^eir joyous pride. 
Her form grew light, her shadowy cheek 

Was pallid as a midnight elf ; 
Her trembling voice scarce dared to speak. 

She hardly knew it was herself. 
At length the sound of the bugle horn 

Burst down by the lighted glen, 
A thousand plumes on the winds were borne. 

The tramp of a thousand men. 
The Baron d'Altrom was at his home, 

The victor of %ht and fame ; 
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And evermore, where the rivers roam. 

He beareth his father's name. 
The aged Earl of Windelar 

Had died on the battle-plain ; 
No more is heard by the fields of war, 

The olang of his warrior tr^n. 

Who is she thus, by the swelling stream, 

Around her her wavy hair, 
With throbbing heart and with eye whose gleam. 

Strains far through the distant air ? 
Array'd again in her silken hood, 

She watch'd in the evening hour : 
A step may come to the flowing flood. 

The bank in the wild-wood bower. 
She watch'd in vain, and for many a day 

She moum'd her bravest dead ; 
Till, weak and weary, she knelt to pray, 

To pray — ^but her senses fled ! 
A mother watch'd by that gentle child. 

Yet knew not her dream of dreams : 
Her tender love and her trust beguiled. 

But by the lone light that gleams 
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Thro' fevered fancy, when thought and feeling, 

Unfettered, free from the powers of mind. 
Gave out the all that she'd been oonceaUng, 

The web so strong and so falsely twined. 
Again she awoke from her trance of pain. 

And walk'd on the clear bright earth: 
'* Ah, selfish,'' she murmur'd, " I was and vain. 

To sink to this inward dearth ; 
The hopes departed that left but night 

Within — oh, let me be — only be. 
Thou glorious Spirit of worlds so bright. 

But worthy even in death of thee." 



CHAPTER II. 

THE BARON D' ALTROM— HIS TBIAL^HIS FALSE 
PLEDGE. 

The Baron d'Altrom when afar, 

Where foreign feuds were wild, 
Had pledged him to the Lord de Barr 

To guard his only child. 
For he was dying — ^when he died. 

The battle feud had pass'd, 
And war^s cold trappings laid aside, 

And sails hung on the mast. 
With knight and steed on sloping shore. 

The Baron blew his call ; 
With all his valiant train he bore 

Down to that ancient hall. 
A lovely maiden flew to meet, 

But where her father — where ? 
'Twas sad the task that he must greet. 

And herald her despair. 
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His was the task to soothe her weeping, 

To tell her all her father said : 
What wonder then, when tears were steeping 

The words and memories of the dead. 
That softer words and softer speech 

Should mingle in their phrases spoken. 
And many a word that did but reach 

The lips, were utter'd to be broken ? 
The lady Lilian, true, was fair, 

And deep her hazel glances idling. 
Of glossy hue her raven hair; 

And silvery her voice's calling. 
It's true, her robe in loosen'd fold 

Was only banded at the waist. 
That nothing in its falling told 

That careful thought or hand had placed. 
Yet art had touch'd her raven tresses. 

Had lingered on her burning cheek. 
And on the long dark lash that presses, — 

Her eye was modelled to be meek. 
Her hand had fashion'd every fold. 

In every graceful falling threw. 
The flowmg mantle loosely roll'd, 

To charm — enchant — ^in fact to woo. 
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Long^ by her side Lord d' Altrom sta/d 

A-lingering in the perfumed bowers. 
With chant and song and serenade, 

Unmindful of the fleeting hours. 
And what was he to her the while ? 

A many a plight the maiden gave ; 
She loved to banish, to beguile 

Time charmed by every willing slave. 
This new love-dream is loved in vain, 

Tho' passion'd words he gives. 
Half charm'd, half 'witch'd, and yet with pain, 

For even himself believes. 
And day by day the proudest maid 

In all the land is sighing. 
Entrancing by love serenade, 

A Baron even to dying. 
At length the hour of their parting came, 

And Lilian wept — ah, the false deceiver ! 
He knew her well, but he could not blame, 

He might not choose, but must still believe her. 
She loved but once, and the loved was poor, 

And bore afar but her pledge and token. 
For faithful love that should yet endure. 

When every form of its shrine was broken. 
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She was an heiress — and wealth and beauty 

Had just such charms of old as now ; 
And many a lordling could make a duty 

The faithless breaking of word and vow. 
Proud Lilian sigh'd as the Baron swore — 

Ah, what is man that he swears so lightly, 
To love for ever and evermore, 

" By lovely tear-drops that glow so brightly 
Upon the cheeks where the roses shining 

Could mock the tints of the summer buds, 
And by the curls of her tresses twining 

Like bending boughs by the swelling floods." 
They parted thus — the Baron's halls 

Ring with right merry joy and glee. 
Glow all the trophies on the walls. 

And thrill the song, the minstrelsy. 
Prepare ihe home of the ancient lords, — 
The minstrel sang, and his bounding chords 
Gave to the breeze as it bore along 
The thrilling note and the welcome song. 
The Baron bows to all — ^there lingers on his brow 
The light that fills. 
From joy that thrills, 

The spirits' every flow. 
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A shadow now and then 

Across his vision pass'd. 
The vision'd fairie glen — 

Love's fancies first and last. 
At eve he leant on his trusty sword, 
He grieved for plighting of love and word : 
" Ah ! woe is me for a knight/' he cried, 
" To love so felsely, to be so tried ; 
** Would, would, mine own, I had died for thee, 
" Nor thus be working my destiny. 
'^ 'Tis like a dream — that I am not free, 
" The lady Lilian my bride must be ; 
" No tongue can fault, for I am allied, 
" In wedding her, to a name of pride." 
And then he call'd to his trusty squire, 

" Go, gather our truest knights, 
" Go, bring the lords of the ancient lyre, 

" And call for the juggling wights ; 
** Aye bring around us for banquet cheer, 

" Wlule flinging our banners high, 
" The laugh and smile for the widow's tear, 

" And the step of witchery. 
" Gird out the home of an ancient race, 

" With decking meet for a bride ; 
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" Bring jewels rich for my hand to place, 

" Bring lordly gifts beside. 
" I go to bring with proud array, 

" From halls of lordly fame, 
" A haughty bride, — for bridal day 

" Prepare our home/' He named her name, 
And Barons came. 
Around to give their greeting, 
And yet such smiles are fleeting. 
Alone, " Ah me, mine own," he sigh'd, 

" Once did I pledge another love, 
" That down life's dark and stormy tide 

" For evermore shall move. 
" But still the high-bom maiden's hand 

" Shall give me wealth and fame and power, 
" The dower of beauty, riches, land, 

" For love's own wild empassion'd flower." 
He sigh'd, and something sigh'd — " Ah me I 

" Was love like hers no wealth or treasure ? 
" Did she not give her all to thee, 

" And trust thee without bound or measure ?" 
The Baron was sad, and he look'd around. 

He thought that an echo was murmuring by him : 
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Was sturdy knight by his fancies bound, 
Or did his heart only beat to try him ? 

And then he mused of all the hours 
Of joy and bliss long, long ago ; 

And, as all rich luxuriant flowers 
His soul had sated — ^long'd to go, 

And see once more the sweet hush'd smile 

That trembled in the wild defile. 

And hung on every leaf and tree 

That grew where all was witchery. 

On rivers' flow, and floodlets' glow. 

He long'd to see the sunny face, 

Or even its shadow in the place. 

The gentle shade the forest made. 

The wild bird's song in tangled glade. 

The lambs asleep, the bleating sheep, 

A-wandering, straying from their keep. 

There was a day he used to stray 
Along his own wild glen and brae ; 

But never more the dream he wore 
So deeply in his bosom's core. 
Shall beam on him as once it beam'd. 
Ah, wherefore was the vision dream'd ? 
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Ah, wherefore on him ever smiled 

The imiocent, the forest child ? 

He started, tried, with all his pride, 

To banish from his soul the tide 

Of thought, yet still the longing came, 

But just to know her yet the same. 

Then sighed, '^ Ah me ! beloved to be 

'* Thus banish'd both from love and thee ; 

" No more is mine th* enchanted glen, 

" To thee belong'd the witching then. 

" Then here, come here to me, trusty squire,*' 

He said, and he trembled ; ^' bring harp and lyre, 

" And let me see if thy strains can win me 

" A thought of rest from the spells within me ; 

" The scourge of feeling, it leads me still, 

" Against my honour, against my will. 

" And yet, ah wherefore ? they still are thronging, 

*' The thoughts and feelings that set me longing, 

" A-longing even to hear again 

" Thy clear voice ringing adown the glen." 

He murmured thus to a favourite knight. 

That heard him call for the minstrel's art. 

To cure the sorrow that like a blight 

Was rending coldly his weary heart. 
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" Yea, good my lord, they say there dwells, 

" For ever weaving out her spells, 

^* Afar beyond yon distant peak, 

** Within a solitary oreek, 

" A Sybil, gifted with the power 

" Of shewing every future hour, 

** With hopes that yet may bless or curse, 

'' Illumine life or make it worse : 

*^ Her power to charm were meet for thee, 

*' My lord, we bear no witchery. 

" Mysterious is the wand she waves, 

" But dark the destiny that braves .Tl^ 

The Baron tum'd him to his hall. 

He tum'd to seek for rest ; 
The banner flaunting from the wall. 

Graved with his ancient crest. 

** The morroVs noon shall give to me 

" Woe, madness, Lilian — aye and thee : 

" The chill is here, I cannot rest, 

" My inmost soul is sore oppressed ; 

" It may be wrong, a bitter sin, 

" To feel this heavy woe within : 

'* rd freely give back pledge and token, 

" But for the word the honour broken. 

c2 
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I dare not in a ball's debate, 
Sucb dark didboneal; faitb relate: 
Aye, Lilian, aye, liav^ I not sworn. 
And lifelong must tbe grief be borne ; 
I feel tbe ft,tal ikour approach. 
And deepen yet the cold reproach ; 
For thou mine own, ah, yes alone 

Awaiteth me : 
Yet never, never, no more, for ever, 

I come to thee : 
All hope is shattered, all trusting scattered. 

And thou art free : 
Free from my plighting, but not the blighting 

'Twixt thee and me. 
Despair ! that mine W8S aye the will. 
That rear'd this ml^iy tower of ill. 
Pride's haughty foiPia; against the warm. 
The deep devoti^ tibcfe pure emotion 
Of lovmg, li^g in dreams of bliss. 
For life-long ^oAy^litee this. 
Ha, she the Syfeilhas/ they say. 
The gifted po»ww t6 tell the sway 
Of time on aU tbings yet before us, 
Clouds, storms, or joys, that gather o'er us. 
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What if I seek this fairie haur,^ 

A trial of her boasted power ; 

It may be jest, and yet Fd see 

One vision of her imag'ry, 

One shadowy phantom, aye miae own. 

Bright as ef old, <nr erash'd and lone. 

The winds slaag the waters die,^ 
The sunbeam &deth from the sky ; 
The Baron's step is on the shore, 
Beloved for all its ancient lore ; 
He winds the dark tind -frownrng peak^ 
Where lies in solitary ereek 
The Sybil's home — a lowly cot. 
Alone in that secluded spot. 
He saw, and gazing on the scene, 
The little nook of shaded green, 
Laid in the sun below the tier 
Of mountains towering in the rear, 
Dark, stem, and blue, as were the waives 
That roll'd and rattled in the oaves : 
Between the mountains dark and brown, 
A glowing stream went gliding down : 
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That lovely vale how rich and warm 
It lay, the wild wood's circling arm 
Entwining, — ^no, in all he'd seen, 
There never was a vale so green ; 
On earth remember'd, not a spot 
Like that hush'd nook, that little cot. 
Awhile he thought, awhile retired. 
Before his trembling voice inquired. 
Was that the Sybil's home. 

That sweet hush'd place? 

He tried to chase 
The tremblings that would ever come 

From out his heart : 

" Where'er thou art, 
" Mine own," he question'd, " let me be 
'^ One moment communing with thee V* 
He was alone when thus he pray'd 
The magic charm of Sybil aid : 
There in that silent cottage room. 
Dark in the depth of coming gloom. 
For every sunny tint had set, 
And yet his soul was darker yet. — 
Slow from behind a curtain's fold, 
Jn low sweet pensive accents told. 
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A cadence came, and as it Mi, 

The Baron hung upon the spell : 

A charm was in that voice — he own'd 

The power, and yet it never rose 

Above a whisper to its dose :«-«- 

" Young Baron, hast thou yet atoned 

" To one thy words have shattered, 

" Whose every hope is scatteot^d 

" Far to the winds by thee ? 

'* Is there a spirit sighing, 

" Whose every dream is dying ? 

'^ Is there a brain whose aching 

" Tells of a fond heart brewing ? 

** Is there a shadowy beings 

^' From off this dark world fleeing, 

** Whose step was free as youth, 

*' Whose heart was all of tnrth, 

*' Whose soul was as the breaking 

" Of the mom, streaking 

" All the east, now fading, 

" Crush'd by earth's cold shadings 

^^ And this wrought by thy sn&aag, 

« All this thy evil doing? 
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^ Tell me, haat thou any, 
" Thou amongst the many, 
" Any crimes like these, 
^ Set in Fate's decrees ; 
** There where all things be 
*^ Dividing thee and me ? 
" If thou hast, go home, 
'^ Dream of things that come 
" In the midnight hour, 
*^ Fate shall have her power : 
" Go — young man, beware I 
" Tremble ere you dare." 
The voice, the syren accents died, 
And as they ceased the Baron sigh'd. 
The spell was wrought, and not in vain 
His step had trod the bounding plain, 
K once again e'en in a dream, 
He sees the maiden of the stream ; 
Ere midnight hour in visions deep, 
Enchanted by the sybil sleep ; 
The Baron lay at rest, and still 
As flower upon a summer rill, 
Yet toss'd when some uneven thought 
The passing world of fancy caught ; 
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Then came a wakeful thrill across him, 

Then did a shadowy murmur toss him ; 

Soft music like an evening air. 

When summer flung its cadence there. 

He started up yet half asleep, 

And sat and shiver'd, like a deep 

Wild-heaving whirlpool whose rest 

Was broken by its troubled breast ; 

Then murmur'd as the voices came, 

He fancied whispering his name : . 

" Hark, hark, how the night breeze sigheth, 

Adown in the silent vale, 
As the flow of the brooklet dieth 

Away in the rocky dale : 
I hear a voice on the waters, 

A voice in the rustling trees, 
I flsel the power of the daughters 

Of Fairie, I hear their glees ; 
Wherever the moonbeam roameth. 

The murmuring cadence swells, 
The power of the Sybil cometh — 

Ah, why did I seek her spells ? 
Hush ! hush by the lonely forest. 

The trees of the mighty shade. 
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Like voice of the midnight choirest, 

Comes on the deep serenade." 
He heard them thus in his troubled dream, 

With spring and bound 

And murmur'd sound. 
Like echo'd fall of a crowded stream ; 
His daydream fancies mingled. 

With grieving for the past, 
Around him fell, and many a spell. 

In misty shadows cast ; 
Bright phantom things, and fairy forms, 

Came, even as midnight came ; 
And, as his dream of fancy charms. 

He murmurs forth a name. 



( 29 ) 
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On midsummer nights in the olden time. 

Whenever the Convent bell 
Gave out the clang of the midnight chime, 

The power of the Fairies fell 
On every child of the ingle wild, 
By lofty domes of the dt/s homes, 
And bubbling thrill of the flowing rill, 
Where clustering twine, all the woods of pine. 
Wherever a lover longed to see. 
By power of their midnight witchery. 
The face beloved, or a maiden sighed. 
And longed to know if she'd so relied 
In vain, some gentle and airy wight 
Would tinge their dreams on that magic night : 
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And so they came where the Baron lay, 

His hands on his eyes to hide 
The £Edrie visions that dance and play 

Around him, and as they glide 
For ever seem in their crowding numbers, 
A world awoke from their heavenly slumbers : 
But all in vain, for he still could see 
The shadowy throng in their witchery. 
They flung a light around his bed. 
Rich perfrunes on his brow were shed ; 
Then singing in their wHder'd play. 
The fair things faded all away. 
From out the radiant light they made. 
First vision'd like a distant shade, 
A form of beauty rose — and fell 
The Baron's glance upon the spell, 
Arra/d in robes of snowy white. 
Full floating hung with gems of light, 
And purity and truth engraved 
Upon the radiant hair, that waved 
In golden glory ; as it pass'd, 
One backward glance the vision cast. 
And then he knew her pure and fair. 
And dignified — ^no shade of care 
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Upon her angel brow, — ^his own 

Beloved on earth by him alone. 

He started, tried to rise and flee, 

And catch the passing imagery ; 

But vainly every nerve was still, 

Nor foot nor voice moved to his will ; 

Yet murmurs round him breathed her name. 

Then, shading all the light, there came 

Another form : no heavenly light. 

No lustre in her hair of nig^t. 

No peace upon her brow, but pride 

Of fame and wealth and power allied. 

Gave dignity, perchance, and grace. 

And light unto her matchless face. 

No shadow of an orphan's woe 

Lay in her deep eye's living glow ; 

No grief for her own ancient race, 

Left on this earth nor heir nor place : 

The pride of conquest, beaut/s name, 

Was all that garlanded her fame. 

She pass'd, and proudly — ^yet awhile 

Look'd back to give one parting smile 

To him, and yet he needed not, 

No glance of hers the knight forgot. 
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And well he knew to his despairing, 

'Twas heir's the graceful form and bearing, 

He knew no truth was in that look, 

Or softness on the brow that shook 

Her ringlets back : with bended head, 

And azure robes attinged with red. 

Like some fair setting summer sun. 

Hoping — rejoicing to have won 

His goal, and promising to rise 

With laughter on the morroVs skies ; 

Flinging a thousand beauteous hues 

Along the heavens, again reflected. 

In wee lakes made by rains collected ; 

Like flow'r-buds seen in dews. 

Lie mirroring, and seas and waters 

Brought from the mountains by the daughters, 

Of lake and ocean the bright young streams. 

All nature freshen'd in his gleams. 

Such were the robes that clung and fell 

Around this vision of the spell, 

Peace, hope, and trust were deeply set 

Upon the snowy forehead, yet. 

So bent the brow, so meek, subdued. 

As thd* the humbled spirit sued 
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For some half-whisper'd pray'r — no trace 

Was vision'd of the hidden face, 

But as it pass'd to darkened air, 

A broken sigh of hope's despair 

Came there to him, — " Yet ere you flee, 

Mine own," he sigh'd, " look back on me." 

Thus vision upon vision faded, 

And each the former phantom shaded — 

Till came the stem disputants on, 

Each for the weak heart nearly won ; 

Pride, beauty, wealth, and fame allied. 

Came forth to bind him through his pride. 

She look'd on him, and pointed far 

Unto the distant field of war ; 

To every binding promise made, 

By moonlight in the serenade : 

Then smiling, with a waving hand. 

She pointed out a suppliant band 

Of lordly rivals ; then she smiled. 

And look'd unto the ingle wild. 

Where, lowly and unknown, unseen, 

A cottage stood upon the green ; 

And forth from out its porch she smiled, 

The beautiful — the cottage child. 
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Soft laughter on htr lip — Uk» air 

Gay dancing through her ^mvy hair ; ^ 

The portionless — aiiBCBt unknown. 

His oonquer'd heart he'd almost throiwn> < 

(Ashamed of his first lovvfy loiye^ 

That yet aye reign'd his heart above ; 

Entrapp'd by her too witohing wjles^ 

Her haughty bearing, gentle Mniiea^ . •. . i ) 

So deftly used to win^ deceive,) — -o 

Aye down to her — ^had just belie\^ it > \ 

Her love; when lo, a fanenal train . I 

Pass'd down along: he saw again < . ) 

The loved one, yet not as of old, , . ^ 1 1 

But passionless, and pale, and eold, - ^ ^' * 

She rose from off her oofinflhroud, '• *^ 

And sadly pointed as she boVd 

In meekness to the forest neok, . > 

Where first die met his lonng look, ^ 

With mind as pure and heart and brow, ' *• 

As then, she gazes on him now ; '* 

Still, loving him, still all his own, 

Unearthly save in that alone. 

Like spirit of the past, and pall, 

And coffin, faded on the wall ; 
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For aye the spell was wrought. 
And his proud spirit caught. 

Even as the vision died away, 
His ancient dreams, 
And on him gleams 

That parting day. 
When last he look'd on that fair face, 
The shrine of blessedness and grace ; 
Oh, but to fanc^, day by day. 
The records of that form's decay. 
Like some fair flower that drooping shed, 
'Even dying, rich perfomes on the bed 
Th^ nurtured, as when choicest, brightest. 
Of every balding bell the light-est. 
And should have gladly, day by day. 
Did he not pluck to throw away. 
Flung sweet scents round the hand that tried 
To win its breath, — ^then flung aside. 
He saw h&r thus, departing, &ding, 
Like soft-cloud all the heavens a-shading : 
Away until no eye might trace 
Where it had been, or cloud or place ; 
He dreamt, and even as it came, 
This vision of decay, and shame 
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Was flushing up his brow, there fell 
Again upon him in the spell, 
Another phantom — Uke a bride, 
A warrior bending to her side, 
Soft lingering to the every tone 
That charm'd him from her lips alone : 
Those lips the warrior loved of old. 
But then he deem'd her all too cold ; 
For such a depth of pure esteem 
As love had pictured in its dream 
To him, but Konour'd, rich retnm'd. 
He found that still his meteor bum'd 
With all its wonted splendour, cold, 
And dark indeed to that of old 
All later love, for trust and tears 
Bedew our dreams of early years, ' 
And youth and purity of thought 
Give our affections, feith untaught. 
The Baron sees them in his sleep. 
He sees and wonders, — shall she keep, 
Or give again the faith she gave 
So lately to himself — her slave. 
A change — she passeth forth a bride. 
He sees her by his very side ; 



■ ii 
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She turns as tbo' sl^e kpp.^s l^iflfx not,, 

Name, love, and pcomiisei, .^11 forgot. 

And did he hncj she had loved^ 

And had she once his passion moved ; 

Unloving, yet he had believ'd, 

And now is wroth to be deceived, 

And breathes his scorn in accents deep, 

Aye even thus — ithua even in sleep ; ^ 

When lo ! beside him trepabliiig, bow'd, , 

The drooping, vision of the shroud ; 

Still faiths as t^he wild bird true, 

That oft among the bre^nohes flew, 

As surely to return again^ 

As seasons on the rising main« 

Again his ford^ead flusVd with shame, ^ 

He tried to murmur forth her name. 

His arm has touch'dher fidrie form, 

She is not dead, but fresh azxd warn, 

Her eye smil^ back love gl^ce and, bea^y- 

The Barou .wakesr^it is a dreapo^j 






d2 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE BARON'S BRIDAL— THE SECOND MEETING. 

WpEK the mcHTow broke again, , 

Far on sloping hill and plain* 

Clear to him as fall and dell 

Was the Baron's vision'd speU : 

Every fig^e as it p^'d, , , .,, 4 ,^ i 

., Ev^ify ba^wardglfince.ifc^tj,, ..,, r. ^.^i 

j^ye^y.^prilejo^dJoc^.TBras ti^ .,. .r^ -T 

J^ftia^ jiXk the. d^)^v^^^^ - e - ,ij 

^ ,/SN;i,''t^,W<^/*thf^ ,.._i ..^ 

. . "Tb^iiflpiattn^eveirJbidnjegQ^e^ . , , . f, 

"Nje^yejrje^t.of lighter scorn, _, , ^ 

J. ** By the Barop d'Altrottx borne, . ^ : . — /. 

" Never ppint thee back at mej. , . ,,., . | 

" Murmuring gaily thou art free ! - , . , /, 
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** Yesy I feel it, dreams are true, 
** Tme in every tint and hue, 
'* True in all they pictured thee, 
* * Faithless always, false to me. 
** Nay, my heart, keep, keep thine own, 
<< Dream untU the spell has flown ; 
^' Blessed spell it's been to me, 
*^ Best beloved, I'm won to thee : 

^' Ring out the bold bugle note 
« Thrilling and well, 

^^ Give, give to the airs that float, "^ 
« Bbho and spell." 



The Baron's away, for the midsummer night 

By its witching has brought back the glory and light 

To his eye ; and his voice is the gayest of all. 

He's away, and away by the old river's fall. 

He has gone for his bride where l^e forest leaves lie. 

As a green-tinted couch for the light of the sky ; 

A net- work of beauty to shade and to screen. 

And let down a glimpse of the sunlight between 

To light up the bower of enchantment below, 

Where down to the ocean-waves rivulets go. 
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The tall cliffs were ben£ng ihem octt in the Woods, 
And mirrored along with the clondis in the floods,' 
Where the Iblue mountains stoodlike ascreen to'tlie tnist. 
Flowing up from the far waters whitier li wist/ ^ 
His coursers were thronging in light and tn shade, 
Adown hj tie depths of the bold 'forest giadis ; 
The birds that so long had enchanted the'ilell; ' 
Fled afar as* the sound of the bugle note f^ll, ' " " 
On the hush of thmr homes, resting still as ihe^ nifw. 
Singing sweetly on waving boughs misted i£ <le^i 
I'heir daiicing plumes shaded the mirror-likd s)!f eSm^ 
And their breastplates and armour like bhiactows^ ot 
dreams. ' ' ' '' * ' ' ■ *' ■i^-v'-'niM 

But where is the lordly home, turret, anil Kall^ ' ' 
And where is the trophy-hung ivy-clad' waB ; ' ' ' ^' ' 
The dikes and the bridges,' the proud belts of ^1^6, ' 
The old walls all clustered with tendrils of viAe,''*' 
The haughty home battled and crested so liigt^^ 
With turret and fortress iung lip to the sky,' ^'^^ 
Where ijiiian the proud waits to welcome herlortf, 
Wheire, where is the castle, the river, the ford? 
Lord a Altrom has rein'd up his steed, and nis 
knights' ■'''■"■ ' "■ ■' ' f •*■•'! 'f 

Fall back in the rear as the Baron alights ; ' 
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In> lo^e s^ady fflen w|xere Ijhe l)eechen4e».v^8 fell^,^ 

As a 8oft,3tr^T^ <5WP9^ ^'^PTf?^ ^°, *^^ ^pW ; 

With a proud step and, bold to the ingle he's going, 

Along the lone path by the rivi;»leti^ flowing. 

A many a jest and a laugh and a song 

Went round the young knights the broad vallies 

amoug; , . . , 

But little he heeded — the power of the spell 
Had wrQVght out its charm of enchantment so well, 
Thajb do^n in the ingle he sought for the hall 
Th»t held the young charmer that k€^t him in thralL 
See [ who passeth along where the strawberry tree ^ 
Flingeth clusters of blossoms afar on the lea ; 
Like a shade of the past, as a spirit that sighs 
For one glippse of old loving, to catoh as it dies; 
With ^,form so, ethereal^ that only a, thread, 
Wound, by. earth's wild enchantment, keeps back from 

the dead? 
Hope living within kept the form fro>m decay, 
And. love. strong in trust sent deatii shrinking away. 
The Baron sees trembling, and turns him aside, 
I* Aiid thi» is my doing," he murmur'd, "of pride ! 
Ah me, my poor Ella, how, how can I see. 
And seek for the love that you once pledg'd to me ? 
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Yet ii^ 4oul I wasi fnUhluI^ oo other eouM ^faans 
One wild hope of tbU bod heftft^ m grief or detprur/; 
I sbaU meet and .give b|»kaUtfa0r pledges, to thte^ * 
And i^niq b^ them buck ftom ^y fond hciart iommJ' 
They meti aad the tear tiii4 lay »tiill ia her c^e 
ShoDB bngbt as a iDet^or where aun flhadovr% Ufli . / 
And t^oeloar ringinglaughthat thrill'ddoiw^ intbjd^U 
Was truer tha& ehann.or enohniitipeiitiOr «p^*f !i(o I 
Mare lovely .thai^ ever, as bright and 9» pwm .. I url 
Ag the.waves that flow on and for «vec D^diireyoiT^ I 
Young EUafluDg back the bi%l]«tcMri*'fr<M».he]i]b«$mi 
Sank down on the taif-*sward^ and lQOk'4 lip.(^ i^/gJH 
" I thank thee, bles»'d SpLntsi Lblossthe^fMd Af^I 
I bend to thy mandate— I'm «oady; tc} die /.' » ,. i.f:/ 
Then elingteg be»de him she g/u^'mUa &c^ r ...^ T 
To lookfor each ancient mem^riaL aod tijapei . !.,<./ 
QC^a^tiloyi^-^th^press'dto he» pai»di^lu^9%i // 
Her eyes «la$ed m .bliss, i»r slie ko^^ir. she .w%P» deal^. ? 
All tb#>.i|iun<iiers.tJi^y btpfi\^ at meeting to tj^i .>/ 
All the^hH>k9 iibey vk visions had piet^red at^ weHri'l 
All./^^ g0)^tU )ipbi^j»iding due Ih^ght abe.ogi|14 lay/ 
To h05bdre«* arew^ laver for stufying away> . i - / 
A glance bad suffiieed to dissolve them, and stole. > '. 
A light on tlie 'wqvIA of each pasi^iooat^ 8oul.< 



** My Elk, my dai^ling ! you grfev*d Atf liiy'Btay^, 
And/vinept o'er the vinSotitf of f^ng^fi 'd4M3«y,' 
FcNT thy oheek is as pal^ t»ih& ^IS^sUvaa^ rose; 
And thy bright'eye k hush'd t<y A'«adden^d')*^S6^ •' 
Whilst ^y fortn is as HgM and t^ fMLgUkfto tsee. 
As the i^!ij( giteeUe or the youAgf ^est fth^.*^ 
♦^'A^kyv'd *ne, ah no, -wfien I grieved for yeto^atay,'' 
I only kept wishing the moments away ; - » '^ 

For I knti^ jytom'^l tetum by the ingle's %ild s^reAfii/ 
I kne>r ^fdu'd eome biok l^ l^e Ibrest boagliiE^^g^^m^ 
I ^tu^^t eh^ AreiBimt that thy lo^-^ould deeayV - ' 
Fbrl ftltthlvt tdeath lonly eduld keep thee«way.' " 
PfiiUKr^ftie oi^n^ej^^s^oD the inter sideboiigh; 
And as true didthey beam 'as^they be^m ott fiie^He^ ; 
I heacd tiky lew lauglk inl&e etening bbnfs Ifily, > i ^ 
And siglM as the paAifing breeze bore it awi^- * ' 
Wi^ the seund pf thy iitep ed^^d 6liH ^n the hvaok,^ 
Fdr^ver lureuBd me wiis selfc w<*d iaid ioekt^ .- i^il 
Yet I fah6ie4 thee dead hi the lUrttle^lSeid^ir brt^i il^ 
The* eame haidk no spMt to haun!^ tdie^ind MLy: >' / 
AtM I gave Up my hme heart to break W^U pabij'^ 
As I pray'dki a Mght world to meet thee^n^^l ' r 
Hope fii^'d me and feeling— ftir mariy a*day^ ' »■ tj ^ 
My moth« did weep tiiy poor beautj^s ^^^ r ^ ^ ' ^ 



44 THE WTBIU STEUu 

And fiM|il>gio£feffm wheu'afiir In the vUd> 
A bug^fi v»t» IhriU'd the poov haarfc of .h^r dbiUi ,•. 
Hope iioug^ Bft0 )»g»Di ibOid l^e'ft.«{)irit ren^w'xlv . 
Should Is^eiBuie Qf^n Edm eome \mk £ix»atkd i^ud? 
Again hope had faded, no Edra was here, 
Myrhowrt'sank in Aorvow^ jret trembled 00 ieav t. . 
On itQ^ obeeki Ibr the founiaim wete driedthc^ f cnddj 

Tho' I hoped agaii»t hopw^jaud^look'd. for ^o^ §tiU^. 
Yester mora, as I stroti'd h(y the 'ifivule^s aide, 
And long'd fos a face vbiou'd «p cm its .tid^ 
A step was beside tne^ a knight. passiiig fw, • ... ^ 
With blue eyes and maeaei^ of rich.floiving hair^ » ,a i 
Look'd on me and sioiledr^I hadaeeahiia with /thee} 
The very j&rst time thou hadst look'd upoi^ me> . t 1 
' SuFestanaadm/ he spoke, /^ have* I, $Qiig)^ ik^Atf.^ 
vaiBy '\ , . r. . . ::/ 

On e9i^his4b^e ntwae you'd be. seeing again.? ,:..,.^,^ 
Nioj h(g«ng, «» elinging* ne looagtog to feel » . . c ^ 
A hand press'd to thine from its casing of 4t(^ ?* 
I #tai!t)e<}^&ittl trembled, a moment ama^^ ... - ^ 
Yetilrprilfd-aot -my eyea^ fw I k»e«f thajt he gaz^ j 
Aye, .taloofe on my heart. /.Gentlei;^!?/ Ixep^^, - 
* I wotthJ see-my.peoa' Ej*fa,o»ce.4»we by.my »id^i . 



I 'd resign thia foot* life 'i^biki ^csftoi^ aQdi{Mdiiy ' 
Could i'»6fe hiiuT'o^^ xnbfii^iif;, df hdtr hiiii?<agaitu' ' ' 
< I kneiiiir'fiot the ^«iiie,'^(AM I ^d»> h» i^)lte^ m ' i 

sigh'd ' •'•■ ' ' • '''■-' 'f ••; I '-i'" 'h '< :k'V/- 

For soni^ blight trbbd!a«id'f«irH^Q^^^dio€llif&'^ 

But Hst : By the peak that runs up from the i^k, 
B^bn4>(fee'ldne]WlWtltata*Q iAMng'*h<»^^^ i i'^ 
In a lone^^addd'obttage, thfe ftdrfe4it^ev*i " ^"*^:^^ 
A tale shiti'WtdM,' md a Baron b^lfel^: '^ ' ^' 
Ere the ni^i ^tjirffl riii^uttitfier day, yt>u «8lti't»H ^ 
The talcf ff y6u'like; as ^ diartti K>f a «peB. ^ ' ' '- 
It^i^a tMple^^bepi*i€JSte»s ifcis «Nre if you w^V ^ vf 
Come afe^sd "irhetti tb^f tw»iMght is sorting Hie hHPy 1 
A^'k^gbt'^haSI bef there, yoit j^all mixrtmfffaastmi^ 
All you wish of a maiden he left by the gredU^ ' 
Speak sdtol^ feil«» i^ptoial of fidth- tteail'is^dj^gy .:'-• 
Some sad wordli fsi^ hmr^tfi t^at ar^ doroq^iiig^xiacid 

You can sa^* ^ ybu Idn, aU^you ^«HBhu4fi*eV*h«l<& I 
Tlfott^^tf sfee'hito'fccimolTbi* ,* ab<weJ tibydttSptoY 
Airgl^dnesb shtdl'Hsfe,' like tbe'But^ d'«p ^e ben, v/ 
Hii» i3mii^^sh^rd<!M^^i>t^p£id^s^daiPk4«ds^t9 ihe^! I 
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May all the poor wishes /I ^dfifef^b^ odld^- • *' 

To the joy thai tiii^t mcxiow ddudl -bring to the Wdid'/ 

He vaoiah'dy and $iXk thatr beimihtt&EU-tor-iif^/' - '' 

Was true, for IVeU^ted yefctolook ttjKWr'lb*^^* - *'^- 

The Baron smileci^he kneir it weli . ^^ •/ 

That fancy was the vittcm-s spell, ' i t uiT 

And yet he felt how full «nd time, * w--.oi> * 

The pictures that his dreamiiig^ di^w >- ^''i^- * 

Of her he look'd on now, ahd her ; . j « •. v.. « f 

Whom trufchlnl feelings oofuld not Btic; i 'i^"' "'T ' 

« My love," he saidy " that haight wa» fre^i I u// 

" Until his heart was witehed :by tkeift ; 

^^ He's brave and noble, proud and Mg¥y' 

^< Descended is his ancestry ; ■>^' v^^ 

<< And I, I have been fJaUse Had vain-^ 

'< Aye, turn thee &om my aide agahn^ i ^ 

'^ I sorely have repented me, ^ 

<< And so did come to seek for thioe, 

" And thy forgiveness : I am poor, 

" A lowly lot thou must endure 

<< With me ; the Bi»:on d' Akrom loves^ 

<* If thought of name or honour moves, 

" I leave thee free,-r«-hift hand is thine,-— 

'* Far nobler, better far than mine." 






I 



/ 
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A moment, asilbe ftdedftflokw^ ^ . . : i^ 

Bla»«b'db^^eiididiHiiaVinuBi]ig'fidi#%il^' '. '' 

Poor EU»;^tfetf^Aiid>tiieii<d]e-diflhU >^^ 

Her cuifla'iisW^+*4ior. dark' '©yb-tfjfih'dy' - " - "' 

No common scom^ and ^eap' and -IW > ^ < ' - ' 

The words of bitter nteaaiing^flo^? ' ' ' '^ 

"Go — yet why hem iiO form b lie^ ' ' *• 

« And teU it er» rm left to die; ; ' i 

" You loved another! jatid yxm date r < ! . ♦: 

" To brand me wkh ihe thougiit's dei^ii* ; : i ''^ 

'* You plot 4li4;piaa a: siAsJce fi>r mi&e, *' 

<< Deeming all hmrtt iid fiilae asiMoe ; 

" You sought me &B juy woodland home, ' *- 

" Thy smile was as a fairie^gsuMiie, ' ' 

" Thy voice was. &» a faeoareob^ gleam, ' • • ' 

" That lit my gkrlhood'ft earliest di^eatti, 

'< For it was that which tiaght me lover, ' * - - 

" That rais'd me all the weeM ttbove ; • ' ' » ^ 

"The shadowy gleamings Af thy «mtte, • . - '' 

" Were brighter than thetearth 'Ib^ wha«i. ' ' 

*' But to havft dwelt aioue with t^lMe, 

" In lowliest cottage homey H^m^ 

<< Were more o£ b&s than all the mities 

" Where ruby glows or diamond shfn^a. 
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'<Orldi]^«c(ywnorildbte<ilaJ)tMry ' : -'. ][ 

'' High hcealded ifith anoieii<L fame. > . < Fr 

<' But oh, to &id>thee Bik^ to tne^ - T] 

^' Fiiki earth's uivfimsh'd znisory;^-^ . Fi 

'< Mine own^ mme own I by 'thy &i^ and- minis, : ' \ 

" I never hsv^nkbex'd, my lore isithine: * ' ■ . j /' v 

"I did but try as t^ wind thait shakes ' • • J - iT ] 

" In vain the hold that the ivy takes^ : [ --T ] 

" For thou dost clSng to thy eariy Im^, ' ^ '^ i^^i A i 

" Like tendrils faithftilly even wovey ^ ] ' it! ^uO i 

"To death. Nay tttm theenot^fivm me;- 'i'> 'J^HT 
" My kAightsaiirait in wildwood free j ; - 1' ^^^< 
" The Banm d' Alirom has bade'thi^d«ar,' '-o'l A 
" The festive hall for the dance* And- ohdsfj! /'u f A 
" For thou, my love^ art hw bbKMei^ tirlde, .;.") A 
" The Baron d';iUtn)mi»iUi'tiiy sid^. ;.? « . /^ i 
'* And dura adialt shine as ib4tfe'king8iary i .''^1 
" TheiQwly Bananeals Winddar T ^ . r .iT 



.r/ 



What words coidd iell of her fluishiiig c^teeky 
The rising words that she could not speak, 
The glowing ey& ttntt she turns to hide^ 
The tone ^fkkit s^k of ecstatic pride ; 
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The breathing pra^erito(tltt»>fceByeinftasceitdom|^, < > 

From the heaving^ {bosom •one moment ibendiDg^' ; • 

The drooping curls* liiat he flinga amy 

From her blushing bpaw io thd vFiild .wands', fhfy ?. 

A throDging ^rowd by the hilla was seen^ ^ 

Where palfreys danced on the shaded green: 

The Baron rodi^ to the altar stoite, 

To plight his faith to the loved alone ; 

And she was tWe in her robes of vdutiB, 

Our Ella pure as that simple wight 

That charm'd the' Baron: d gMen band 

But clasped her* Wft^t; iDk her' rounded haod 

A rose-bud idroopfd^ast she oquQe had dcKne> 

Alone, apart'&om her native sun, 

A throng isithepre^ aiviimiiitiy a plume ^ t 

Is waving around'^ gorgeous room : 

Their handft are obisp'd-^fflftd oh, maver more / 

Those hands, apart frmn ih& chains* tbey wxme; 1 

Might dream of earth or its sadden'd years, 

To gather sorrow eball be tod teara. 

But who is here ? there's aox)th^ train^ < ■ 

With glittering spears, liko the sun shoircr's rainy > 
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With palfreys bounding and footsteps free. 
And music floating along the lea. 
They meet — the maiden turns aside, 
Proud Lilian who lifts her neck of pride : 
Yet speaketh not, for she sees it well, 
She holds no power or by glance or spell : 
The Baron smiled in his secret joy, 
And passed the warrior De Laroy, 
Who never knew of the passion'd throe 

That thrill'd the heart of his bride that day ; 
She thought to leave by the river flow, 

A knight a-waOing his life away. 
Our Ella's veil that in folds had lain, 
A-streaming down to her palfrey's mane. 
And graceful mantle that flow'd away, 
But shew'd the ease of her practised sway ; 
One single glimpse of her happy face 
Lit all the earth with its light and grace. 



The warrior pass'd, and he bore away 
A faithless prize from the world that day, 
A heart that pined in the inward dearth 
Of faith that lights up this lovely earth. 
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The Baron leads in his home of love. 

His bride along where the peasants move : 

The fairie promise, the fairie spell, ^ 

Had workM its eharm of enchantment welL . , 
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